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SWORD  DANCERS 


IT  is  ftill  the  practice,  about  Chriftmas 
time  (though  lefs  in  repute  than 
formerly),  for  companies  of  Pitmen 
and  other  workmen  from  the  neighbour- 
ing Collieries  to  vifit  our  northern  Towns 
to  perform  a  fort  of  play  or  dance,  ac- 
companied by  fong  and  mufic. 

Their  appearance  is  hailed  by  the  com- 
munity—the younger  portion  efpecially — 
with  great  fatisfa&ion,  and  they  receive 
liberal  contributions  from  the  fpectatofs. 

The  dancers  are  girded  with  fwords, 
and  clad  in  white  fhirts  or  tunics,  deco- 
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rated  with  a  profufion  of  ribbons  of 
various  colours. 

The  Captain  generally  wears  a  kind  of 
faded  uniform,  with  a  large  cocked  hat 
and  feather,  for  pre-eminent  diftin&ion ; 
and  the  buffoon,  or  "  Beffy,"  who  acts 
as  treafurer,  and  collects  the  calh  in  a 
tobacco-box,  wears  a  hairy  cap  often  deco- 
rated with  a  fox's  brum.  The  mufic  is 
fimple,  and  not  devoid  of  harmony. 

The  Captain  and  dancers  form  in  line 
and  bow  to  the  company,  the  fiddler  (or 
muficians)  and  "  Beffy "  fland  at  one  fide. 
The  Captain  then  fings  : 

Song. 

Six  actors  I  have  brought 
Who  were  never  on  ftage  before ; 
But  they  will  do  their  beft, 
And  the  beft  can  do  no  more. 

The  Captain  walks  round  in  front  of 


the  line,  to  bars  of  mufic,  and,  pointing 
to  number  one,  recites  : — 

The  jirji  that  I  call  in, 
He  is  a  Squire's  fon  : 
He's  like  to  lofe  his  love, 
Becaufe  he  is  too  young. 

But  though  he  be  too  young, 
He  has  money  for  to  rove ; 
And  he  will  fpend  it  all, 
Before  he'll  lofe  his  love. 

At  the  end  of  the  verfe  all  ftrike  their 
fwords  together,  and  No.  i  ftands  apart 
from  the  others.  The  fame  procefs  is 
repeated  till  the  dancers  are  all  called  out 
by  their  affumed  names. 

The  next  that  I  '11  call  in, 
He  is  a  Tailor  fine : 
What  think  you  of  his  work  ? 
He  made  this  coat  of  mine. 


So  comes  good  matter  Snip, 
His  beft  refpe&s  to  pay ; 
He  joins  us  in  our  trip 
To  drive  dull  care  away. 

The  next  that  I  call  in, 
He  is  a  Sailor  bold ; 
He's  come  to  poverty 
By  the  lending  of  his  gold. 

But  though  his  gold's  all  gone, 
Again  he'll  plough  the  main, 
With  heart  both  light  and  brave 
To  fight  both  France  and  Spain. 

Next  comes  a  Skipper  bold, 
He'll  do  his  part  right  weel ; 
A  clever  blade  I'm  told 
As  ever  pouied  a  keel. 

Oh,  the  keel  lads  are  bonny  lads, 

As  I  do  underftand ; 

For  they  run  both  fore  and  aft, 

Wi'  their  long  fets  in  their  hands. 
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[Puoy,  puy,  or  pouie  (from  the  French  appui, 
sappuyery  to  lean,  to  rest  upon)  is  a  long  pole  with  an 
iron  spike  at  the  end,  used  in  propelling  keels  in 
shallow  water,  or  when  it  is  inconvenient  to  use  sails 
or  oars.  The  pouie  on  the  Tyne  is  the  set  on  the 
Wear.] 

To  join  us  in  this  play, 
Here  comes  a  jolly  dog, 
Who's  fober  every  day 
When  he  can  get  no  grog. 

But,  though  he  likes  his  grog, 
As  all  his  friends  can  fay, 
He  always  likes  it  beft 
When  he  has  nowt  to  pay. 

JLafly  I  come  in  myfel', 
I  make  one  of  this  crew, 
And  if  you'd  know  my  name, 
My  name  it  is  True  Blue. 

After  having  introduced  the  five  noble 
heroes,  the  Captain  retires  to  one  fide, 
and  at  this  point  the  "  Befly "  fometimes 
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confiders  it  neceffary  to  give  an  account 
of  his  own  genealogy  :— 

My  father  he  was  hang'd, 

My  mother  was  drooned  in  a  well ; 

An'  now  ITe  left  alone 

All  by  my  awn  feL 

The  dance  then  begins  in  flow  and 
meafured  cadence,  which  foon  increafes  in 
fpirit,  and  at  length  bears  the  appearance 
of  a  ferious  affray,  terminating  with  one 
of  the  dancers  holding  up  the  whole  of 
the  fwords  firmly  interlaced. 
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The  Re&or,  alarmed,  nifties  forward  to 

prevent  bloodfhed,  and  in  his  endeavours 

to  feparate  the  combatants,  he  receives  a 

mortal  blow,  and  falls  to  the  ground. 
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Then  follows  the  lament— the  general 
accufation — and  denial : — 

Alas  !  our  Reclor's  dead, 
And  on  the  ground  is  laid : 
Some  of  us  mull  fuffer  for't, 
Young  men,  I'm  fore  afraid. 

I'm  fure  'twas  none  of  I — 
I 'm  clear  of  the  crime  ; 
'Twas  him  that  follows  me 
That  drew  his  fword  fo  fine. 

I'm  fure  'twas  none  of  I — 
I 'm  clear  of  the  facl: ; 
'Twas  him  that  follows  me 
That  did  this  bloody  a6t. 

I'm  fure  'twas  none  of  I, 
Ye  bloody  villains  all ! 
For  both  my  eyes  were  fliut 
When  this  good  man  did  fall. 

Then  cheer  up,  my  bonny,  bonny  lads, 
And  be  of  courage  bold  ; 
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For  we'll  take  him  to  the  churchyard, 
And  bury  him  in  the  mould. 

Captain — Oh !   for  a  Doctor,  a  right 
good  Doctor— a  ten-pound  Doctor,  oh ! 
Do 51  or — Here  am  I. 
Captain — Doctor,  what's  your  fee  ? 
JDoSIor — Ten  pounds  is  my  fee  ; 

But,  nine  pounds,  nineteen  millings 

and  eleven  pence  three-farthings, 
Will  I  take  from  thee. 

DoBor  (fings) — 

See  here — fee  here — a  Doctor  rare, 
Who  travels  much  at  home ; 
Come,  take  my  pills — they  cure  all  ills, 
Paft,  prefent,  and  to  come. 

The  plague,  the  palfy,  and  the  gout, 
The  devil  within  and  the  devil  without — 
Everything  but  a  love-fick  maid, 
And  confumption  in  the  pocket. 
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Take  a  little  of  my  nif-naf, 
Put  it  on  your  tif-taf. 
Parfon,  rife  up  and  fight  again ; 
The  Doctor  fays  you  are  not  flain. 

The  Rector  gradually  recovers,  which 
is  the  fignal  for  general  rejoicing  and  con- 
gratulation. 

Captain  (lings) — 

You've  feen  them  all  call'd  in, 
You've  feen  them  all  go  round  ^ 
Wait  but  a  little  while — 
Some  paftime  will  be  found. 

Cox-green's  a  bonny  place 
Where  water  wafhes  clean ; 
And  Painlhaw's  on  a  hill, 
Where  we  have  merry  been. 

Then,  fiddler,  change  thy  tune, 

Play  us  a  merry  jig ; 

Before  that  I'll  be  beat 

I'll  pawn  both  hat  and  wig. 
ii 


A  general  dance  concludes  the  perform 
ance  to  the  old  and  favourite  tune— 

"kitty,  kitty,  bo,  bo!" 
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[The  following  is  the  version  now  sung  (1882)  by 
the  Sword  Dancers  from  East  Holywell,  who  perform 
yearly  at  Alnwick  Castle  and  other  places  in  North- 
umberland.] 


^JOOD  people,  give  ear  to  my  ftory, 
f^M       I've  called  in  to  fee  you 
chance, 

Five  lads  I  have  brought,  blyth  and  merry, 
Intending  to  give  you  a  dance. 

Its,  Earsdon  is  our  habitation, 

The  place  we  were  all  born  and  bred, 

There  are  not  finer  lads  in  the  nation, 
And  none  fhall  be  gallanter  led. 


^#ByiS  not  for  your  gold  or  your  filver, 
JL        Nor  yet  for  the  gain  of  your 
gear, 

But  we've  juft  come  to  take  a  week's 
pleafure 

To  welcome  the  incoming  year : 
My  lads  they  are  all  fit  for  a&ion, 

With  fpirits  and  courage  fo  bold, 
They  are  born  of  a  noble  extraction ; 

Their  fathers  were  heroes  of  old. 


OW  this  is  the  fon  of  brave 
Elliott, 


The  firft  youth  that  enters  the  ring, 
So  proudly  rejoice  I  to  tell  it, 

He  fought  for  his  country  and  king : 
When  the  Spaniards  befieged  Gibraltar 

Bold  Elliott  defended  the  place, 
Soon  caufed  them  their  plans  for  to  alter : 

Some  fell— others  fled  in  difgrace. 

16 


OW   my  next   handfome  youth 
that  does  enter 
Is  a  boy  there  are  very  few  fuch, 
His  father  beat  that  great  De  Winter 

And  defeated  the  fleet  of  the  Dutch  : 
His  father  was  the  great  Lord  Duncan 
Who  played  the  Dutch  ne'er  such  a 
prank  [funkin' 
That  the  Dutch  from  their  harbours  ran 
And  they  fled  to  the  great  Dogger  Bank. 


THIS  one  is  the  fon  of  Lord  Nelfon, 
That  hero  that  fought  at  the 
Nile: 

Few  men  with  fuch  courage  and  talent, 
The  Frenchmen  he  did  them  beguile. 

The  Frenchmen  they  nearly  decoyed  him, 
But  the  battle  he  managed  fo  well  : 

In  the  fortrefs  he  totally  deftroyed  them  : 
Scarce  one  got  off  home'  for  to  tell 
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OW  my  next  handfome  youth 
that  does  enter 
Is  a  boy  of  ability  bright, 
Five  thoufand  gold  guineas  I'd  venture 

That  he,  like  his  father,  would  fight ; 
At  Waterloo  and  Tarravary  (Talavera). 

Lord  Wellington  made  the  French  fly, 
You  fcarcely  can  find  fuch  another  • 
He'd  conquer  or  elfe  he  would  die. 


OW  my  laft  handfome  youth  that 
does  enter 
Is  a  boy  that  is  both  ftraight  and  tall: 
He  is  fon  to  the  great  Buonparte, 

The  hero  that  cracked  the  whole  all : 
He  went  over  the  Lowlands  like  thunder, 

Made  nations  to  quiver  and  quake, 
Many  thoufands  ftood  gazing  in  wonder 
At  the  havoc  he  always  did  make, 
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OW  you  fee  all  my  five  noble 

heroes, 

My  five  noble  heroes  by  birth, 
And  they  each  bear  as  good  a  character 

As  any  five  heroes  on  earth: 
If  they  be  as  good  as  their  fathers, 

Their  deeds  are  deferving  records, 
It  is  all  the  whole  company  defires 

To  fee  how  they  handle  their  fwords. 

(The  dance  then  begins.) 
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